THE EVE OF PEACE
Fima half turned away to smile politely at the jest,
Then she explained.
"Here in the train we've acquired new qualifications
and after the war we want to find work where we can
use them. Olya and Katya—what do you think?—they
can quite well be cooks in a public canteen, I've taught
them. And I. ..." Fima blushed slightly. "I, Ivan
Egorych, would like to be chef or maitre d'liotel in some
good restaurant."
The words she was using—maitre d'hotel. ... Well,
why not, good girl.
"That's a good idea of yours," said Danilov. "I'll try
to help you. ... In any case, you'll get a testimonial."
"Ivan Egorych, what^good is a testimonial? That's
all right, of course, but if you'd do something about it
officially in an organized way?"
"I'll try," he repeated.
When she had gone, he began to think. Fima was
right. He ought to fix up his people in civilian life in
places that they deserved. There were people, of course,
who did not need it—the doctors, for instance, Julia
Dmitriyevna, Lena Ogorodnikova, he himself, Danilov.
But what about Sister Smirnova, Klava Mukhina—
weren't they fit to work in some large, model hospital?
Sobol could be director of a farm attached to some
factory, Vaska ... Vaska could go anywhere ... a
collective farm, a hospital—she'd do splendidly any-
where. He'd hand her over to Julia Dmitriyevna—a
woman with no children, let her teach a clever girl her
way about. ... It would be fine if they could all keep in
touch after the war. After travelling together for only
four days, people sometimes 'phone each other, arid here
they had been travelling for nearly four years, not as
passengers but working together.
He had been thinling that the kitchen girls had
minds as empty as their caps, yet this was what they had
been whispering about in the evenings—the future,
what they would be in civilian life*
And what would he himself be in civilian life? Thcre'd
249

